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	1. Chapter 1

**I'm Royalty?**

A ZeLink AU romance

Summary: A seemingly normal high school girl finds out that she isn't so normal and that her fate is one of amazing adventures and lots of emotional struggles.

It was another normal day for high senior Zelda Harkinian in Cambridge, Massachusetts. She was starting her final year of high school and could not be more excited. Soon, she would no longer have to endure countless hours of lectures, homework-filled nights, or high school drama. Of course, the best thing of all was that she was at the top of the school now instead of some lowly freshman that didn't even get looked at twice or ignored. She aspired to be the best possible senior she could be, vowing to herself to not contract "senioritis" like the rest of her class.

_This is going to be a great year,_ she thought. However, such thoughts didn't come immediately.

_Beeeep beeeep beeeep! Beeeep beeeep beeeep!_

Zelda groaned as she tried to find the off button of her alarm clock. _I don't want to get up early_, she thought bitterly. _But I __**am**__ a senior now_, she immediately thought. That second thought brightened her spirits a little and helped her pull herself into a sitting position. The alarm clock was still making a racket and Zelda finally shut the machine off. _Stupid clock_, she thought. _I should program a song to be the alarm instead._

The girl rose and stretched her arms and legs, a yawn escaping from her mouth as she headed to the bathroom to shower and get ready for the day. She let the warm water wake her up as she cleaned herself off, humming lightly. After she had showered, Zelda dried and brushed her shiny blonde hair, smiling as she admired it in the mirror. It was naturally just slightly wavy and shined like the sun so all she had to do was wash and condition it and brush it. Then she dried it and went back to her room to get dressed.

Zelda was known for being as much a tomboy as she was a princess. She liked anything and everything, not caring for gender labels. She wore band t-shirts when she felt like it and skirts or full dresses on other days. She listened to rock one day and pop the next. Zelda Harkinian was a well-rounded girl who had a great reputation as being diverse and the ideal person. Not ideal girl – ideal person. She was kind to people who deserved it yet still entirely cordial to those with whom she did not get along well. She was something of a goddess in her high school and even in the whole city.

After a minute of deliberation, Zelda decided to dress simply for the first day, choosing an unassuming t-shirt and pair of jeans, accompanied by a solid navy blue hoodie. She had a huge wardrobe that, unlike some people's, was full of different clothes of all styles to fit any occasion and any mood.

After making herself an egg sandwich and taking leftover pasta for lunch, Zelda checked that she had all her supplies in her bag, her phone, house key, and earbuds. When she was sure that she had everything, she put on her black and white Converse sneakers and walked outside, locking the front door. She connected herself and chose Black Veil Brides' self-titled album for her walk to school, one earbud constantly hanging out of her ear to greet people on the street.

Twenty minutes later, she arrived at Cambridge High, a public high school of about 2000 total students, split relatively even among the four grades. There was a diverse student body in the school, being in a suburb of Boston. People from all backgrounds attended – rich, poor, athletic, academic, artistic, etc. Zelda loved it.

Zelda walked through the familiar hallways on her way to homeroom, greeting people left and right.

"Hey, Zelda!"

"Hi, Zelda!"

"How was your summer, Zelda?"

She did her best to respond to as many people as she could and as much as she loved the attention, Zelda didn't let it get to her head. She knew few of these people. She was just a city girl that wanted to be happy. She was just like everyone else. Or so she thought.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2

In homeroom that day, the students received their first quarter schedules. Each day started in homeroom at 7:50 for morning announcements over the intercom, first period beginning right at 8:00. Classes were 45 minutes long with 5 minutes for passing. Lunch block started at 11:20 and ended an hour and forty minutes later. The juniors and seniors, being upperclassmen, went straight to lunch in one of the four cafeterias on campus, dictated by proximity to the long block class. Seniors even had the privilege to go off-campus for lunch to eat in one of Cambridge's many restaurants. At 12:05, upperclassmen went to class and freshmen and sophomores went to eat. Teachers went to lunch with their students and it was not uncommon for them to eat together. The academic day ended at 2:40, extracurricular activities starting between 3:00 and 3:15.

Academic classes and those treated like academics – primarily full-time "Major" music ensembles – were part of every day's schedule. Other classes were every other day. This meant one week would have three days – Monday, Wednesday, Friday – of other classes and the next week would have two – Tuesday and Thursday. Each student's schedule would be labeled as having some number of "special" days based on the number of electives taken. Health was required once a semester, as was some form of art – visual, performing, etc. Each student was responsible for knowing his or her own schedule and its special days, in addition to when those would be.

Zelda's first quarter schedule consisted of a four-day rotation cycle. Her first day back seemed like it would be a rather long day – honors English IV, Fitness, AP Spanish IV, honors Calculus, Physics II, honors Psychology, and Chorus Minor. It was Zelda's first day back and she had to start with Special 1. In contrast, her academic days each had two free periods, one in the morning and one at the end of the day. Students were usually put into study halls but seniors were given the privilege to choose their destination as long as they remained on campus and had gotten a pass before homeroom.

There were four wings to the school, each with three floors. To the east were math and science classes. The south wing contained all language and language arts classes. Social studies classes, arts classes, music practice rooms, and special needs rooms were in the west. The north wing held the gym and athletic facilities; it was special as it had the same height as the rest of the building but the gym took up two floors, with offices and whatnot being on the third. All administrative offices, the nurse's office, and the auditorium were in the center of the school, aka the "Crossroads". All performing arts classes were held in the auditorium. Each wing had its own cafeteria because the school could afford it.

The building itself was essentially a large box, the main corridors all jutting straight out from the Crossroads. Secondary corridors branched off here and there from the main ones. Classrooms were numbered as follows: (wing direction)-xxx, where the first x represented the floor number and the last two represented the room number. Thus, a computer science class might be in E-220 and a French class might be in S-304, etc. The rooms with the lowest two digit numbers were closest to the Crossroads; rooms with higher numbers were towards the edges of the building. Zelda's homeroom was in E-300, which also happened to be where her calculus class was. She'd be back there for fourth period. Upon receiving all of the paperwork her parents had to complete, she sent a picture of her schedule to her friends, Malon Lon, Saria Kito, and Ruto Sorata.

_We have chorus and English together,_ replied Malon. Saria replied that she had Fitness and psychology with Zelda. Ruto and Zelda had calculus and physics together. The day no longer seemed long now that Zelda had a close friend in almost every class. _Except Spanish,_ she thought. _We'll have to see what happens there._

The first morning was mostly easy, except for Fitness in which there was a pretest to assess each student's physical fitness and create goals for the quarter. Everyone found themselves exhausted when it was time to go to the locker rooms, take an optional rinse in the showers, and change back into their regular clothes. Zelda, though red-faced and breathing heavily, was quite proud of herself. She didn't necessarily have a lot of strength or endurance but she was quick and agile.

At lunch, she told Ruto that she would save the blue-haired girl a seat and went to sit down. It went better than expected. The tables were already getting crowded but she managed to find a table in the corner of the cafeteria occupied by only one other person. He was a fairly quiet boy whose favorite color appeared to be green, based on his sweater and Red Sox hat.

"Hi," Zelda said, "Do you mind if a friend of mine and I sit here with you? As you can see, every other table is getting crowded."

The boy smiled. "Not at all," he said quietly. His lips barely moved but the sound came out as clearly as a bell, a musical baritone. "It _is_ pretty crowded." He stood and went to get two chairs from a nearby stack.

"Thank you," Zelda said gratefully, taking one chair from him. "What's your name? I don't think I've ever seen you before."

"No, you probably haven't," he agreed. "People call me Link. I was left at an orphanage as a baby and I guess I was like a link to some people or something. It never made sense to me; still doesn't now." He paused, a gentle chuckle leaving his mouth. "I was adopted when I was five or six by this really nice family out in Worcester (A/N: for those who aren't aware, it's pronounced **_wuss_**_-ter). _"We moved here over the summer."

"I'm sorry that had to happen to you but I'm glad to hear that you're in a good home now. I'm Zelda Harkinian."

"That's a beautiful name," Link said, looking sincerely into her eyes. "I didn't know my last name so I took on my adopted family's name – Strong." He chuckled again. "It's so fitting because people always tell me that I'm so courageous and strong or whatever." He shrugged.

Zelda smiled. "Well, who knows. Did you ever hear of the legend of the ancient hero?"

"Of course," he said. "The boy dressed in the green of forests or fields. I always thought it was kind of funny. A kid, no more than 13 or 14 years old, finds out that he's destined to save the world from an evil sorcerer? That's crazy if you ask me."

"I think it makes for a great story, though," Zelda said.

"Oh yeah," Link agreed. "It's a fantastic story. I totally think so. But by, you know, today's standards, that's crazy. Magic powers sound cool though. Teleportation, force fields you could summon at a moment's notice. And the battles are intense. Single-handedly taking out hordes of monsters and fighting off huge demons with only a sword, bombs, a boomerang, and a bow. It's a great story."

They heard footsteps approaching. It was Ruto. "Link, this is my friend Ruto. Ruto, this is Link. He moved here from Worcester over the summer."

"Nice to meet you," Ruto said cheerfully.

"Nice to meet you, too," Link replied. "That's a cool name. Ruto! I don't know what, but it sounds like something cool!"

"So is Link," the girls said. The two girls quickly bonded with Link and chatted all through lunch, sharing phone numbers.

Ruto rounded on Zelda as soon as they had parted ways with him; he had French. "You two looked so perfect together," she teased.

Zelda laughed. "Ruto, calm down! We've only just met! I do think he's a good guy so far but I don't yet know if he's boyfriend material."

"Don't wait too long," Ruto sang, causing the other girl to roll her in eyes. "He might be taken before you even have a chance.

A new voice cut in, a cold sneer. "So the princess has found her knight, has she?"

It was one of the main jerks on campus, Ganondorf Dragmire. He wasn't a football superstar but he was a varsity athlete nonetheless. He made most people's skin crawl. "Not yet," she replied coolly. "He's interesting but it's too early to tell. Don't you have some other people to talk to?"

"They're all in class," he snarled, approaching the two of them. Zelda stood her ground and matched his venomous gaze with a steely one of her own. That was something that made a lot of guys uncomfortable – the fact that she, a girl, could hold her own. She pitied those types.

"As are we," Zelda said, and the two girls ran. The timing was impeccable as the vice principal, making rounds in the corridors, caught Dragmire and gave him a warning. Ganondorf slouched back to class, grumbling about everyone being annoying.

(A/N) So that's chapter 2. It's going to be a slow start to the year but things should start to get weird and whatnot by about the end of the semester.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3

The first week of school had passed without too much trouble but that was as far was the peace went. The first Monday of the school year, someone supposedly started a fistfight in the cafeteria during underclassmen lunch, all over a chair. Zelda rolled her eyes at Link during her free period on her academic day 2. Both teens were in the library, S-200, trying to get some peace and quiet to study. It was about the only place in the building where quiet was actually an enforced rule during study hall. They were sitting at a table together going over their Hamlet notes and doing the assigned reading for the night.

"You read so well," Zelda said to him.

"It's just like Ms. Carson said – read from punctuation to punctuation. It's that and read ahead a little to know how to inflect the words. It comes with practice, Zelda."

"I know it does," she said. "I guess I need more practice, then." She smiled in spite of her frustration in trying to understand the text. "I've always struggled with reading Shakespeare from the sentence structure to understanding the long sentences to just the actual process of reading itself. I'll be able to do it eventually."

"That's a good attitude," Link praised with a smile. "I know you can do it. You seem really bright, Zel."

Zelda flushed ever so slightly. "Thank you," she said. She went back to trying to understand the second scene of the play. After a few minutes, though, she sighed quietly and put the book down. _I'll do this later. I'd probably have better luck understanding my new friend than understanding this._ "So Link, can I ask you some things?"

"Sure," he replied. "What do you want to know?"

"What was it like when you got adopted?"

"You have no idea how glad I was, Zelda. The orphanage was a good place, don't get me wrong, but I longed to feel the warmth of a parental figure. The people at the orphanage were kind but they weren't parental. Mom and Dad are wonderful parents, even to an adopted son. But I have a sister – their blood daughter – and I can't tell you how unhappy it makes me. It was wonderful at the start. Well, for the most part," he said, forehead beginning to crease into a frown. "sibling stuff. Avery and I are close to the same age; she's a month and a half older than me. She liked to boss me around a lot when our parents were out and left us in the care of a nanny. This is when we were like 9 or 10. She'd boss me around and I'd have to do as told or she'd lie to my parents and accuse me of things I hadn't done. But she was okay then; she wasn't too bad. And then there were the times during middle school. You know, preteen stuff, puberty stuff, etc. She stopped accusing me of things but was still bossy. She began to act like a snotty little princess and our parents didn't do much to stop her. She's always been the spoiled princess and even is now."

"I've never met your sister."

"She goes to private school," he said flatly. "Good thing she's a boarding student. I don't have to see her except on the weekends, the witch.

You don't want to meet her. She's not like you in the slightest. Preppy, arrogant, rude." Link rolled his eyes angrily. "She pretends to be a decent person when in public or at family events and that's it. My parents try and try to get her to be kinder but she doesn't stop. And she gets top marks at school. Never a single complaint from a teacher. She's Little Ms. Perfect."

"I'm sorry," the girl said. "I wish I could help you in some way." She looked at him sincerely, massaging his hand gently with her own.

"And then she comes home on the bus on Friday afternoons when Mom and Dad aren't home. She leaves me alone but acts like a slob. I've asked her to please do her own dishes or laundry or cook her own food because I'm busy too and she laughs at me. She laughs at me for being adopted, Zelda. She says something along the lines of, 'you're adopted. You're no better than a servant. Now get over here and do what I told you.' It's horrible." Link had squeezed his eyes tightly shut at this point and was beginning to turn away.

Zelda was unsure of what to do. She could feel Link's pain and could tell he was about to begin crying. She slowly approached him and took him into her arms as the first tears leaked from his eyes. She whispered words of comfort into his ear and held him as he let his emotions out.

"All my parents can do is apologize profusely when Avery isn't around. They treat me every day when she's gone. Whatever I want for every breakfast and dinner, every day. We just have to make sure that all traces are gone before she gets back so she doesn't throw a fit. It's the same routine every week. It's gone on since middle school when she started private school. Luckily, she's never found out." Link had stopped crying and began to dry his face.

"I'm so sorry, Link," she said. "No one deserves to be put that on a daily basis. You can always talk to me about it, okay?" She looked at him with the utmost concern. "You never have to feel alone; I support you."

Link smiled. "Thanks, Zel. You're the best. I'm glad I found people like you here."

"You're welcome, Link," she said. The bell rang, signaling the end of the day. "Time to go," she said. "Come on." She was packing her backpack. They were about to exit the library but one person stopped them.

"Ganondorf," Zelda acknowledged coolly.

"Loser boy's having some home troubles, isn't he," the taller boy sneered. "Going home to cry himself to sleep. Worthless freak. And your outfit is ridiculous. All green. It's not spring, idiot."

"Actually, it is spring," Link countered quietly, "in the Southern Hemisphere."

Zelda did her best not to show her nervousness. Link had no idea what he was doing by provoking the bully's anger.

"I didn't need your lecture, bub," Ganondorf growled. Figuring the best way to provoke Link was through Zelda, he made a grab for Zelda, though he didn't realize that Link had already predicted that, positioned himself in front of Zelda, and brought his knee swiftly into Ganondorf's crotch. Zelda gasped, stumbling back with Link in tow, as the athlete fell to the floor, tears in his eyes. His buddies didn't even know for several seconds what had happened.

The other two athletes looked at Link, then their fallen leader, and fled the area.

"Cheap shot," Ganondorf muttered as the two friends left. He winced as he crawled to a chair to pull himself up. "Damn that hurt. Princess Harkinian's hero has just declared war."

Meanwhile, Zelda was in awe for quite a while. "How did you do that so quickly back there," she asked Link after a while.

"No idea. My mind just works quickly, I guess." He paused. "Say, Zelda, why is the lobby in the center of the building and all the classes around it? Shouldn't the main office be the first thing we see when we enter school?"

"It should," she agreed. "But this was designed by some guy who had been high or drunk on something really strong when he was making the floor plans. The method of intoxication varies depending on who you ask. There was a written account somewhere but someone stole it years ago and destroyed it. It _is_ a weird layout." She collected her thoughts. "Link, I want to thank you for what you did in the library. Ganondorf has a really bad reputation for being the most troublesome person at school. He gets into all sorts of trouble with people and yet hasn't been expelled. He's bad vibes all around. Most people get uneasy around him."

"He just angers me," Link said. "And no one hurts my friends. No one."

"That kind of courage is really admirable, though I should warn you that once you get on his bad side, it's war. He holds grudges like you wouldn't believe. I'm glad you can stand up to him as well. Just be careful, okay?" They were now at Zelda's house.

"You got it. I don't go looking for trouble. It usually finds me," he said, letting out an uneasy laugh. "I'll be as careful as I can."

"Good. Thank you for walking me home, Link. It was really sweet of you." She smiled fondly at him.

"You're welcome, _Princess,"_ he replied cheekily, stepping back to avoid a slap to the face. "Oh come off it, Zel. You're not mad." She blushed, too embarrassed to speak. He chuckled. "See you tomorrow, then." She waved at him then went inside, smiling. _Princess Zelda, just like the legend._ She shook her head. _Crazy guy._

(A/N) So that concludes the third chapter. I know, I'm writing really quickly so far. I have a good amount of ideas for now. Best write out the best ones and create a story, right? Link just got himself in deep trouble with Ganondorf and now it's war. The next chapter will focus on Link's day.


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4

The month of September passed quickly, as it always did, and gave way to October. In typical Boston fashion, the cold had already started seeping into the days quite rudely.

"Do you want my windbreaker," Link asked Zelda as they walked to school. They were about halfway there. "You know I have a hoodie on right now."

"I'd love that," she smiled. They stopped to make the necessary change, Link being a gentleman and helping her put on the jacket. "You're sweet," she said quietly.

"It's no problem," he said. "Hey Darunia." A muscular guy wearing a varsity jacket came up to them. Darunia had met Link in their Team Sports class and bonded very quickly. They were like brothers. He was on the school football team yet kept his mouth in check, making him very likable.

"What's up, Brother? Morning, Zel."

"Hi Darunia! How's it going?"

"Alright, high school, you know. The usual shiz." He rolled his eyes. "Ganondorf won't shut up at practice. He seems to think that I'm going to betray you for him. What an idiot." The defender rolled his eyes.

"He had it coming to him," Link gritted. "He insulted me and nearly hurt Zelda; that doesn't fly. What am I to do except defend myself and my friends? I don't care what they say about this guy; I won't let him intimidate me."

"Admirable. Just don't be an idiot too," Zelda and Darunia chorused.

"I got it," Link said as they entered the south wing, not at all ready for the day. For him, it was a special day – four academics, a free period, Team Sports, and Chorus. Link wasn't too interested in social studies so he opted not to take it. Seniors weren't obligated to take four years of social studies anyways. He took calculus, honors Latin IV, honors English IV with Zelda, and computer programming.

Link's schedule for the day was Latin, chorus, English, programming, Team Sports, calculus, and finally a free period. It was his least favorite day purely because he had to move around so much. There were other days when he was able to stay in a wing for two consecutive periods. For instance, his A1 day had him in programming then in calculus the next period, both of which were in the east wing.

"Why did you choose to study Latin," Zelda asked when she saw Link in the auditorium. She had seen his Latin textbook under his arm. "Hardly anyone speaks it nowadays and those people are thinly spread all over the world."

"When I still lived in Worcester, we had an assembly in the 8th grade about what high school language courses we could choose from. There were demonstrations by a teacher of every language. Mind you, this was a school that had a lot of language offerings. They offered common ones like Spanish, French, German, Mandarin, and a few others. They also had classics – Latin and Greek. When the Latin teacher did her demonstration, she mentioned how useful it can be to know Latin roots and phrases and whatever. And then, the language itself. How do I explain this? Um, well, I had this strange feeling like I'd known Latin all my life. The first few words made sense to me but they were kind of fuzzy, like I'd been out of practice or something. But as she continued, it made more and more sense to me. And then she asked for volunteers and I was one of the first ones to raise a hand. When she did her little thing, I felt so comfortable. I didn't know how to speak it, but I understood every word she'd said. So I signed up without a second thought."

Zelda stared at her friend incredulously, causing him to laugh as he stored his textbook and took out his music folder. "I can't believe that. How can you possibly know Latin already?" He shrugged just as their director, Mr. Baker came out of his office with his binder of music in hand.

"Good morning, everybody. Let's stretch, shall we?" After that, they began to work on their first piece, one that was meant to improve diction and clarity. There were solos for all four voice parts. Zelda herself was the soprano, and Link the bass, with two others on the tenor and alto solos. Link found himself enchanted whenever Zelda opened her mouth to sing. It sounded as if she'd been singing for her whole life. Little did he know that she was just as fascinated with his voice.

At the end of rehearsal, Link decided to compliment. "You have a wonderfully musical voice, Zel. Have you been singing long?"

"I haven't been singing all that long, actually. I've only been a vocalist since freshman year. I had tried sports in middle school and decided that they weren't the best choice for me so I tried performing. I wanted to start with voice because it seemed easier than having to start a new instrument like violin or flute. It was really difficult at first and the basic music education from elementary school and middle school didn't really help me at all. I've had to work really hard to get to where I am now. What about you? You have such a powerful voice for a quiet guy."

"I've only been singing for two years. I started my sophomore year but I guess I'm one of the lucky ones. I've been told that I have a good sense of timing and rhythm, not so much for intonation. That took a lot of work."

"It paid off," Zelda said. The rest of their walk to English was quiet until Ganondorf, coming out of the south wing, decided to disturb as he came down the stairs.

"There's Princess Perfect and her lame hero," he jeered. He ran down the rest of the stairs to torment them and got right up in Link's face. "You think you're so great, being the princess's best friend, don't you? You think you're so high and mighty, don't you? You're a loser just like the rest." He turned to Zelda. "Ditch the loser. Let me show you what it's like to be friends with a real man."

"He is a real man, thank you very much," Zelda replied calmly, not letting her anger seep into her words or her expression. "Come on, Link. Let's go." Link made a move to step around the football player, only to be shoved to the ground, backpack flying away. Zelda had to do her best not to make a sound, especially as Ganondorf placed a combat boot on his back, forcing him into the floor. Out of nowhere, a hard water bottle flew into the bully's head, causing him to redirect his attention and step off. Hastily, Link rolled out of the way to avoid more punishment. He scrambled to his feet, wincing. Zelda had collected his bag and they ran to safety while onlookers did their best to protect the two by forming a massive blockade. Whether or not that was wise made no difference to them. They got out of harm's way and into English class. Link staggered to his seat and collapsed in pain.

"How much does it hurt," Zelda asked worriedly.

"it actually doesn't hurt too much. I'm just dazed and he's strong from whatever he does in football. Guy doesn't move. He's like a wall. I might just go get some ibuprofen from the nurse when the coast is clear. I had no space or time to defend myself. His hands just shot out from him." He blinked a few times. "You were right about him, jeez. It's only been a few weeks and he's practically declared war. I guess I better steer clear of him, huh?" Zelda nodded. "How hasn't he been expelled, anyways?"

"Beats me. My guess is his parents. They're really rich and they've donated a lot of money to this school."

"They bribed the school."

Zelda was taken slightly aback at the bluntness with which Link spoke but nodded her head. "They did." He rolled his eyes and muttered a few choice curses.

The rest of Link's morning was rather calm. He and Darunia found Zelda and her friends at lunch and they had a good chat about nothing specific. Then the two guys went to change for Team Sports, now in its floor hockey unit.

"This is my game," Link said.

"Oh?"

"I've always been a great defenseman in hockey. I would join the team if it weren't for the practice hours."

"Alright, man. We'll see. I'm known to be a hard-hitting forward." Darunia grinned.

Their skills were tested as they were on opposing teams. The action was fast-paced and exciting to no end.

"You weren't kidding," Link said when they returned to the locker room, hearts pounding from the activity.

"Neither were you. Good playing out there, Link."

"Same to you." They high fived again.

The rest of Link's day was relaxing. Calculus, though not Link's best subject, was still not terribly difficult for him. In his free period, Link managed to finish half his homework, leaving only 45 minutes' worth to do after he got to his house. At the end of study, he got a text from his mom. _Avery has to come home for a day or two. The school had to be evacuated because of a break-in near the school. You'll get home probably not long after I've left to pick her up. There's leftover lasagna from last night and a Coke that need to be finished off. You know the routine – wash the dishes and put them back and put the can in the bag in the garage before she sees._

Link groaned. He hated his sister. _Okay_, he responded. He gathered up his things to meet Zelda in the lobby and walk home together. Ganondorf was nowhere to be seen, causing Link to breathe a sigh of relief.

He soon Zelda and they walked out quietly. Noticing his mood, she asked, "What's wrong?"

"There was a break-in near Avery's school. They had to evacuate. She has to come home for a day or two. That's a day or two more than we'd like. Even she doesn't like to be here. She prefers the people at her school to her own parents." He shook his head. "At least that means she insists on staying in her room to do homework and eat meals. I get to eat with Mom and Dad; she doesn't like any of us. Says she can't wait to go to college and board all the time. She wants to go to school on the west coast. Fine by me."

"I'm sorry, Link. I'm here for you."

"Thanks, Zel. You're amazing. You're more of a sister than she is, to be honest." Zelda felt a rush of happiness. Link dropped her off at her house. "See you, princess." Zelda couldn't help the blush that dusted her cheeks, despite his calling her that every day.

"See you, hero," she whispered as she watched him from her window.

(A/N) So there's chapter four. Ganondorf and Link really don't get along. It's only going to get worse, especially once their *true* identifies become clear to them and shit really hits the fan.


	5. Chapter 5

Chapter 5

Link raced down the street, making sure he had enough time to eat his mother's fantastic lasagna before Avery got back. He fumbled in his pocket for his house key upon reaching the door. Racing inside, he found his meal. He ate and drank with a sense of urgency yet still managing to savor the wonderful flavors. Finishing up, he cleaned the dishes and tossed the can into the recycling can in the garage and then proceeded up to his room, shutting the door. He wanted nothing to do with Avery. He had plenty of bad memories of his time with her.

_Link had just gotten home from school, seriously needing a shower after gym day, especially considering that they were now 15 and both had begun puberty. Avery, of course, had raced into the bathroom to shower first. He had therefore begun his homework instead. He heard the water turn off and knew that she should not be much longer, knew that it should only be about five minutes before she came out to finish in her room. Five minutes passed and the bathroom door was still closed. Ten minutes passed and still nothing had changed. He went to go check on her again._

_"Avery, are you done in there," he called through the door. He received no answer. He knocked a few times. "Avery?" Again, silence, except for the ceiling fan sucking moisture out of the bathroom and whisking it outside. The door, he found, was unlocked. Presuming that she was by now at least in a towel, he decided to see if she was alright and carefully opened the door, eyes directed to the floor should she be indecent. The door opened and there was no immediate scream. Then he made his uncomfortable discovery._

_Avery was sitting on the floor, nursing a bloody gash on her leg. Link was puzzled until he saw the razor on the counter. _'She was shaving her legs and apparently cut herself,' _he thought. The gash was long and rather deep, blood in a pool on the floor. She'd already gotten herself the bandages but it was still bleeding. Her eyes were directed to the wound and she was concentrated, unaware he had walked in._

_Deciding to try to be helpful, he quietly asked, "Do you need anything, Avery?"_

_Her head snapped up at the sound. "Took you long enough…get me another towel, Link." She made a face as she struggled to stop the bleeding. He turned to the small closet to his right and got her a towel, handing it to her. "Now get out," she snapped. He finally noticed that she was naked and quickly bolted from the room, leaving the door just slightly ajar should she call for his help again. He cleaned up the blood in the room after she left._

_That night was rough. She wouldn't look at Link during dinner. Their parents hadn't noticed a thing. They figured she was just moody from hormones. Link, however, knew the real reason. After they had finished washing the dishes, she followed him to his room. He didn't even notice until he had sit on his bed to read. "What's up, Avery?"_

_She glared murderously at him. "If you ever take that long again," she began._

_"You'll what, Avery?" he countered. "It's not my fault that I couldn't hear you over the fan. You know that thing is loud. Besides, you had it under control."_

_She rolled her eyes. "Whatever. And another thing. If I ever catch you staring again, I'm going to make sure you wish __my__ parents had never adopted you. I thought you were a half-decent guy but no, I catch you staring at your naked sister-whatever-I-am-to-you. Don't even think about it." She stalked out, obviously still in pain. Link was perplexed. He had barely looked at her body and it was the very reason he had left in such a hurry – fear of the fury of an injured and very hormonal sister. _'Maybe she _is_ hormonal right now too,'_ he had thought._

It was very obvious to Link when his sister came home. He could hear his sister's high heels click on the tile floor by the front door. He quickly plugged in his headphones and put on some music to ignore her as she walked to her room, right next to Link's. He was surprised when he heard his door open. He paused his music and took off his headphones to turn around.

"Avery," he acknowledged, carefully maintaining a neutral tone that didn't sound bored. She hated that and he didn't want to anger her; she already looked pissed. "What's up?"

"My boyfriend is coming over for dinner tonight. Don't you dare do anything stupid," she spat.

"He's already met me," he countered. "It's not like he dislikes me. You know he and I get along. What's the big deal."

"I know that. It's a special night. He said he has a surprise for me. Don't do anything stupid that could ruin the night."

"Are you sure it wasn't a special dinner date or something," he pointed out.

"It wasn't," she replied coldly, "no. I already asked him that. Don't do anything."

"Yes, Your Highness," he said dismissively. She stormed out after that, slamming the door on her way out. "Royal bitch," he muttered under his breath, wondering how he had managed to survive in the same house as her for so long. He got back to finishing the Latin worksheet he'd started before being so rudely interrupting.

That night, Avery's boyfriend Jake arrived at the house at 6:15. "Hey babe," Link could hear him saying. He was in the music room practicing a Bach sonata.

"Hi Jakey," Avery said, reminding Link that she could actually be sweet, or at least pretend to be, to certain people. "I missed you."

"I missed you too." Link could pick on the boy's false tone. He'd used it on his sister plenty of times. "Is that Link I hear practicing?"

"It is," Avery said with obviously fake courtesy. "Want to go see him?"

"Sure do." They walked into the practice room where Link was nearing the end of a movement. "Hey Link, what's up?"

"Jake," Link said, standing to give their guest a brotherly hug. "How's it going, man?"

"I'm good. I heard you practicing and wanted to come say hi. What was that?"

"First movement of Bach's keyboard sonata in D major. You know how much I enjoy Bach keyboard music."

"You are a strange one, my friend," Jake laughed. "You listen to heavy metal of all kinds and then turn around listen to Bach for hours."

"Hey, he was like one of the rock stars of his time," Link defended. "Show him some respect."

Jake laughed again. "I'm going to say hi to your folks. See you in a little while at dinner." Link nodded with a smile that went sour when Avery looked over her shoulder. He forced himself to calm down, however, and continue practicing until the meal was ready.

Dinner was fortunately quite uneventful. For their guest, a feast of Mrs. Strong's best dishes was available – lasagna (to which Link had to help himself again), steak, mashed potatoes with gravy, and a fantastic salad. Dessert was comprised of brownies from scratch, ice cream, and crackers with a vast assortment of cheeses.

"Dinner was fantastic, Mrs. Strong," Jake said. "Thank you."

"Any time, Jake. And please, call me Linda. How many times do I have to say it?"

"Many more times, ma'am," Jake joked. Mr. and Mrs. Strong laughed heartily. "See you later Mr. Strong, Link." He waved to them and they waved back. Avery went with him to see him out.

"At least Jake is nice," Link said bitterly, clearing the table. The adults could only give him a sympathetic look. He went to the bathroom and showered quickly before spending some time reading before bed. Then he remembered that she'd said he had a surprise. Link went to sleep wondering what it was.

(A/N) There's the end of chapter five. What is Jake's surprise for Avery? And isn't she just pleasant? *rolls eyes* Why did I include her?

Note: I'm currently on April break but will be on vacation until Sunday. And then school resumes on Monday so updates probably will be slower. Hopefully I can at least keep ideas flowing.


End file.
